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35 CHAPTER 8  
 
SPRING 1896  
 
 
 Easter was early in 1896, Good Friday being on April 3. My stepmother showed 
me how to make the English, Hot cross buns. We kept Easter as we did in England. We 
had a short service on Easter Sunday morning and sang hymns; then my father read the 
story of the Resurrection and we talked of the Easter services at our little chapel in 
England. We were Wesleyan Methodist; my father’s people were all Episcopalians. My 
mother and also my stepmother were Wesleyans. My stepmother’s birthday was on April 
4, Easter Saturday; we invited some of the neighbours for tea and also to make her 
acquaintance. 
 About this time we bought a cow from Tom Ross, who lived down the valley. The 
new cow’s name was Joan; she was a good milker and easy to handle. My brother and I 
wondered why Tom Ross sold her as they were always on the lookout for good cows. We 
found out later to our sorrow. 
 At last, the snow began to disappear and although it was freezing at nights, the 
winter had broken. There was still ice on the sloughs but mostly the ground was bare of 
snow. We had been shut in for so long, my sister and I decided to walk down the valley 
to visit Mrs. Roe. They had moved from the sod house a short time before into a hewn 
log house near the trail. By picking our way, we thought we could make it over the ice 
without getting too wet. All would have been well if our younger sister, Eva, had stayed 
at home. She insisted on coming and my stepmother made us take her along. We had 
gone about a mile, when Mr. Chapman and John Jameson came riding by. They told us 
that the ice would not bear us up, and we could not get around the slough unless we went 
a mile east. It was then about 2 o’clock in the afternoon, so we decided to risk the ice. 
The water would not be very deep anyway. All went well until we were about half way 
across, when all of a sudden we heard a crack, an ominous sound. We stopped, and one 
of us tried it a little farther to the left. Nothing doing, the only way to cross was to go 
straight ahead. We made a chair of our hands and carried Eva across, but we waded 
through water up to our waists. We did not linger but hurried to Roe’s as fast as we could. 
 As soon as we got there Eva began to cry and we could not stop her. Mrs. Roe 
gave us some dry clothes and her boys built a big fire in the stove. We all had tea and sat 
around visiting. When our clothes were dry enough to put on, Alfred Roe hitched up his 
horses to a sleigh and took us home. We were none the worse from our wading in the 
water, but as soon as we got home, my sister started being hysterical again. In vain, we, 
and even Alfred, told my stepmother that Eva never got wet as we had carried her. But 
she continued to scold us. That was the last time we ever took her anywhere again, unless 
we had horses. Elizabeth never would, even then. 
